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eager for action, left in small bands, forming disorganized garri-
sons about the country and thus weakening the main body of the
army.

But Sam did his best under the circumstances. And Sam's best
was human endeavor pretty nearly at its best. His great soul un-
derstood the little soul of Santa Anna. He knew that he would
need cunning against the blood-drunk dictator. Watching from
afar the slaughter, as Santa Anna conquered first the garrison at
the Alamo, then one by one the other isolated forts, Sam
strengthened in his purpose. It was Sam's aim to entice Santa
Anna into a trap where his own arrogance would prove his un-
doing.

At San Jacinto Sam achieved his purpose. With Santa Anna
and his army lured into a cul-de-sac and lulled into a sense of
false security, Sam and his five hundred men descended on the
unsuspecting Mexicans, shouting: "Remember the Alamo!" In
a battle that lasted eighteen minutes the Texans killed, captured
or put to rout the entire force of the enemy with hardly a loss on
their own side.

After a night of celebration, the Texans set out in search of
whatever fugitives might have escaped into the forest. Above all,
they wanted Santa Anna. Again Sam knew his man. "You will
find the hero of Tampico," Sam told his soldiers, "making his
retreat on all fours, dressed as an ordinary private." That was
just how they found him. The meeting between the two generals
was dramatic. Wounded in the leg, Sam sat propped against a
huge tree. Santa Anna was brought before him. The blustering
conqueror was now a sniveling bunch of rags, whining for the
opium in his saddle bag. Sam ordered his men to administer the
drug. His raw nerves soothed, Santa Anna regained some of his
former swagger.

"I ask generosity for the vanquished," he demanded.

<cYou should have remembered that at the Alamo," was Sam's
stern reply . . .

And now, thanks to Sam Houston, Texas was free of Mexican
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